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Into the common treasure all her store,

Flies 'bout the painted field with nimble wing,

Deflow'ring the fresh virgins of the Spring,

So will I rifle all the sweets that dwell

In my delicious paradise, and swell                                     60

My bag with honey, drawn forth by the power

Of fervent kisses from each spicy flower.

IJU seize the rose-buds in their perfum'd bed,

The violet knots, like curious mazes spread

O'er all the garden, taste the rip'ned cherry,                       65

The warm firm apple, tipp'd with coral berry;

Then will I visit with a wand'ring kiss

The vale of lilies, and the bower of bliss;

And where the beauteous region doth divide

Into two milky ways, my lips shall slide                             70

Down those smooth alleys, wearing as I go

A tract for lovers on the printed snow;

Thence climbing o'er the swelling Apennine,

Retire into thy grove of eglantine,

Where I will all those ravish'd sweets distil                         75

Through Love's alembic, and with chemic skill

From the mix'd mass one sovereign balm derive,

Then bring that great elixir to thy hive.
Now in more subtle wreaths I will entwine

My sinewy thighs, my legs and arms with thine;                 80

Thou like a sea of milk shalt lie displayed,

Whilst I the smooth calm ocean invade

With such a tempest, as when Jove of old

Fell down on Danae in a storm of gold;

Yet my tall pine shall in the Cyprian strait                        85

Ride safe at anchor, and unlade her freight:

My rudder with thy bold hand, like a tri'd

And skilful pilot, thou shalt steer, and guide

My bark into love's channel, where it shall

Dance, as the bounding waves do rise or fall.                      90

Then shall thy circling arms embrace and clip

My willing body, and thy balmy lip

Bathe me in juice of kisses, whose perfume

Like a religious incense shall consume,

And send up holy vapours to those pow'rs                          95

That bless our loves and crown our sportful hours,

That with such halcyon calmness fix our souls

In steadfast peace, as no affright controls.